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WHO’S WHO IN JUDGE 


SL MANET SEAS EAGLE. 


err: > ee A aS 


ANGUS MacDONALL 
Ye have ‘before you, dear reader, a dual 


personality: The gentleman in the fore- 

ground is Angus MacDonall, artist, whose 
big double-page drawings, full of humor and sen- 
timent, are familiar to all JupGE fans. The 
other gentleman is Angus MacDonall, Beau 
Brummel, the best dressed man who ever played 
golf at the Westport Country Club. They 
make a very rare combination. 


Angus was born in St. Louis in 1876, the Cen- 
tennial year, which is almost as good as having 
the Fourth of July for a birthday. He was edu- 
cated at the Christian Brothers College there and 
the St. Louis School of Fine Arts and has illus- 
trated stories and made cartoons for Life, Scrib- 
ners, Ladies Home Journal, Harper's and many 
other well-known publications besides JUDGE. 


We'll tell you a little secret, although you will 
never be able to find it in the photograph— 
Angus wears a monocle! 


Rabe 
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*“*LIFE LIBERTY AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS”? 


UDGE 


Pd 








WANTS TO. KNOW— 


IF the “Ship of State” will ever 
again be a schooner. 


AHH 


WHY steam boilers are always 
repaired in the winter and State 
highways in the midst of the touring 
season. 





IN ORDER to be consistent with 
the income tax publicity and the 
dwindling privacy, when will the 
Statue of Liberty start posing in the 
nude? 


“How old would you say she was?” 
“Just depends who I was saying it to.” 


WHY Treland produces so many 
tenors. 


AAS 


HOW some of those safety zone 
traffic standards got so bent—and 
what those eighteen miles an hour 
speed signs mean. 
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First Visitor (looking at museum mummy)—Listen, Bill, what’s B.C. 1400? 
“That’s th’ plate of th’ car that run over ’im, silly.” 


Beauty and the Beast 


ONE on my back I lay, powerless 
to rise. The blood rushed to my 
head. I could feel his bulky body 
over me and his hot breath on my 
cheeks. As I writhed in agony his 
powerful hands seized my head. 
Tantalizingly and slowly, oh so 
slowly, they ran over my face to- 
ward my throat. Terror seized 
me. I tried to scream, but was 
powerless. He bent his red, swollen 
face over me and as his hands en- 
circled my windpipe, he enticingly 
murmured : 
“How about a nice face 


to-day, boss?” A. L. L. 
IIS 


Mrs. Flanagan—I hear yer hus- 
band’s in jail. 

Mrs. O’ Reilly—Yes, an’ it’s about 
time. Here we been pinchin’ our- 
selves for three years to pay taxes 
to keep it goin’ an’ thiis is the first 
chance we’ve ever had to use it. 


Rade 


A woman must display a good deal 
of backbone to dress in the latest 
style. 


Getting Serious! 
Author (in jesting mood)—When 
is a joke not a joke, old man? 
Hardened Humorist—When _it 
comes back from six different editors 
with a rejection slip! 


Among husbands and wives the 


Punic wars of yesterday have noth- 
ing on the Tunic wars of to-day. 
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Mistress—I put a light evening gown in the wardrobe, yesterday, 
Jane, just hand it out to me. 
JanE—There’s nothing here, mum—only a couple of very fat moths. 
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*T#’s a small world.” 


Unwept, Unhonored and 
Unsung 


Groot a man and your name blos- 
 soms forth in twenty-four point! 
Poison your wife and you are a 
National Fiend. Fickle fame woos 
only the spectacular. Thus has 
it been ever since Eve made apple- 
sauce with only one apple. But 
think of the many heroic citizens 
whose claims to distinction have 
hitherto been hidden under bushels, 
quarts and even pints. Actuated 
only by a sense of idealistic fairness, 
JupGe therefore presents the fol- 
lowing unsung heroes and heroines: 

The girl who dressed completely 
in an upper berth before her train 
reached the station. 

The bird who wears short under- 
wear all winter so as to be a rugged 
example of virility. 

Any father in any family. 

The stenographer whose boss has a 
harelip and stutters. 

The guy who tells bedtime stories 
at the North Pole where twilight 
lasts for six months. 

Myself. 

Yourself. 

The girl who didn’t want to dance 
with the Prince of Wales. 

The wife whose husband’s one 
tube set got ’Frisco one night two 
winters ago and who has been trying 
to pick them up again ever since. 

The man who designed the trick 
collars for General Dawes. 


“Hot Dog” eaters. 

The tailor who made Sir Walter 
Raleigh’s coat. 

The bird in the bush who man- 
aged to keep out of the hand. 

The girl who didn’t think filet 
mignon was fish when Frank took 
her out the first time. 

Many editors of humorous maga- 
zines. 

Most contributors to them. 

All readers. 

Arthur L. Lippmann 
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DAY'S SLUSH -—— 


DO“ YoU KNOW HOw 
MUCH IT COSTS TO 
PUT CUT THIS BLAH? 


PAY IT CHEERFULLY. 
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Me 


I AM a being idolized by me, 
Of all earth’s creatures love I me 
the best; 

I crawl within myself, a welcome 
guest, 

And whisper of a world of snobbery; 

Myself laughs at my wit in repartee, 

Nor fails to point my own most 
subtle jest, 

I rise to eloquence at my request, 

And dramatize myself eternally; 

In argument I’m always on my side. 

My point of view is never wholly 
wrong; 

When others once in favor lose their 
place, 


, I still have me, whatever may betide; 
' I even like to hear me sing a song, 
| And find no great annoyance with 


my face. . 
; & 


ABS 


Sam—Jones is the proud father of 
a girl. 

Hamm—Wheu was it born? 

“Saturday morning.” 

“Just like a woman to show up 
on pay-day.” 








Funnybones 


“Some motorists seem to think that 
the Stop, Look and Listen crossing 
sign is meant for the engineer.” 





Tudge will pay $5 for cach one printed 
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Courteous Go-certer—May I offer you this gentleman’s seat? 
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“JACK,” THE GIANT KILLER 
(And don’t let anybody tell you different) 
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The New Anesthetic 


As THEY stretched me out on the 

operating table I was filled 
with a curious happiness. We were 
about to test the new psychological 
anesthetic. A man out in Coshoc- 
ton, O., was going to broadcast me 
jokes—his own jokes, thought up 
especially for me and science, and 
under the spell of listening to him 
I wasn’t even going to notice my 
appendicitis operation! 

“7 brrr-wurrk—zik—reeow 

.. and the Irishman .. . awrrk 
. . . the half of it!” 

Evidently I had missed the first 
one, but the headpiece was now 
clamped into place, and I had only 
to wait. Ah, there he was! 

“Ah, there, Appendicitis? Or 
maybe I’d better call you li'l ole 
One Touch of Nature! Why? So 
glad you requested! One touch of 
nature—if it’s good-nature—makes 
the whole world grin, doesn’t it? 
And haven't you made even the 
staid old doctors, cut-ups? Ha! 
ha! ha! arr—gugg—klunk— 
uggle.... 

Traitorous though it was, I began 
to experience misgivings. 

*. . . kwukk-arrr . . . reminds 
me: since we're ranking so rank— 
forgive me, I mean so high—in our 
national deportment, why not deport 
the ultra-feminists to Arabia? Aw 
go on, you know why! Well, since 
you sist: isn’t Arabia Nomad’s 
Land? Ha! ha! ha!” 
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The artist who liked a large palette. 


My mind was distracted, and for a 
moment found ease as the surgeon’s 
knife ripped its way to my vitals. 
But only for a moment. 

“. . « learn the Appendicitis Rag? 
You’d find it simple. All you’d 
have to do is learn the words, see— 
you've got the malady already! Ha! 
ha! ha! Did you get that, Appendi- 
citis? But Pll just call you ‘Ap,’ 
for short. Short for ‘happy.’ And 
you can call me your little Polly 
Anesthesia. Your little Rolly 
Polly-put-the-kettle-on how-old-is- 
Anna’s Thesia? Your little... .” 

When I came to, the surgeon was 
lifting the clamps from my head. 








Acent—Do you want to buy a washing machine? 


Hussann—No. 


TI have one. 


“While you were reveling, oblivi- 
ous to all else, in the magic spell of 
radio,” he told me triumphantly, 
““vour appendix was removed! Were 
we not right in our supposition that 
the operation would be painless? 
Comparatively, at least?” 

“Comparatively,” I murmured 
brokenly, “it was heaven!” 

Gardner Rea 


City Life in America 
The Public Library 


See those folks at yonder table, 
Over dusty volumes poring; 
Just a moment—my mistake— 
What I meant to say was snoring! 
R. C. 0. 


ts 


Nevertheless, many a married man 
finds it easier to listen to the radio. 


Fe iataad 


An old maid built a hope chest, 
From a box once filled with soap; 

Said she, “I'll have my hope chest, 
Though I haven't any hope!” 






“That isn’t fare,” said the con- 
ductor, as he returned the button. 


Judge will pay $5 for gach one printed 









































Oxp Lapy (to grandson)—Roger! Get away from between those posts! You know that must be draughty) 


Radio Football 


“Fue ball is now on Harvard’s 
twenty-two yard line. Sminny 
is dropping back for a kick.” 

He has a pleasant, rumbly voice, 
that announcer. It’s much nicer 
listening to the game on the radio 
than seeing it in the rain. Pass me 
that flask and let’s hear more. 

“No, it is a forward pass—Logan 
to Hogan to Grogan. Grogan slipped. 
Downed on Harvard’s thirteen yard 
line. Time out.” 

Must be a great game, all right, 
and this is the way to enjoy it. 

“The Yale captain is slapping his 
men affectionately. Dusenberry 
goes in for Heffelfinger.” 

Hurray! Good old Heffelfinger! 

“Heffelfinger is all wet, but the 
referee refused to let Yale send in a 
wringer. Now they’re lining up knee- 
deep in bog. There they go! The 
Yale ends are down the field in a 
splash. It’s raining so hard that I 
have to use submarine glasses to 
follow the plays.” 

Soak ’em, Yale! 

“On a forged pass Yale gains six 
inches. Fumble. The ball is re- 
covered. It looks as muddy as ever. 
Harvard penalized five yards for 
scolding. Time out while Beamish 
puts on a new pair of shoes.” 


Gee! 


“While he is tying his shoe laces 
the Yale cheering section has risen 
and is reverently singing, ‘Bright 
Colored Ears With Pleasant Stripe.’ 
At least, those are the words I get.” 

Just hear that! How inspiring! 

“It is getting so dark that Harvard 
is attempting a night shift formation. 
There they go! Slosh, down.” 

Hooray! 

“Yale is getting ready to kick the 


goal. It’s over. It’s all over. The 
whistle’s blown. Final score—24 
to 16.” 


A wonderful game, exclaim the 


._ i SS anime 
Farmer—An’ how be Lawyer 
Barnes doin’, Doctor? 
Doctor—Poor fellow! 
ing at death’s door. 
FarmMer—There’s grit for ye—at 
death’s door an’ still lyin’! 


He’s ly- 





5,000,000 listeners-in. 
he describe it vividly! 

Meanwhile the broadcaster, tired 
but happy, gathers up the sheets of 
his manuscript. Putting away the 
phonograph records of songs, cheers 
and crowd noises, he glances around 
the romance languages study room 
with pardonable pride. 

“Permit me to felicitate you, Mr. 
Sportwright,” says Professor Musby, 
grasping his hand. “But for your 
epic imagination our boys would 
have had to play that rough game 
out in the rain. Instead they have 
memorized their syllogisms with me 
here. And many potential specta- 
tors have been spared undesirable 
colds. Furthermore I have just 
received a telegram from the head of 
the department of mathematics at 
Cambridge telling me that the 
Harvard team has utilized this golden 
opportunity to master the thirteenth 
problem in spheroid deuteronomy.” 

Lawton Mackall 


And didn’t 


A Very Sad Case 


This is a very short story about 
Linda Perkins, poor girl. Linda 
worked in the village post office for 
several years. Then she got an 
appointment in a big city post office. 
She only lasted a week. She went 
crazy trying to read all the post cards. 
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THE MAN WHO DIDN’T WANT A TOOTH BRUSH 
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SALESMAN—This is a really charming present, sir, for people who like to sing in 
their bath and play their own accompaniments. 


Funnybones 


Making traffic jams is about the 
nearest most girls come to cooking. 
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Judge will pay $5 for Gach one printed 


Some Are Born With It, Some 
Acquire It, Some Have It Thrust 
Upon Them 


ov need it at the ball park, 
You need it in a rush, 
You need it on the ferryboat 
Whenever there’s a crush. 


You need it in the subway, 
And on the streets above, 
You need it now to get ahead. 
What? Lots of push and shove. 
Robert Cyril O' Brien 


Balad 


It costs $3,500,000,000 to run this 
Government, half of it being spent 
to find out what becomes of the 
other half. 


Pleasing Stakes 
Alice—We played Mah Jongg for 
a kiss a point. 
Virginia—Yes. 
were a good loser! 


Dick said you 


/ 





“It wasn't for us, Mummy—jus’ 
somebody wanted the wrong number.” 


Xercise 

—— officio. 
S tette. 
Mum's tra Dry. 

marks spot where body was 

found. 

R Beach. 

ema. 

equals my father’s signature. 
Ss 
T —-as. 


A. L. L. 


Re od 


Mother—Why do you put out the 
parlor lamp every evening, Jane? 

Jane—I want those girls across 
the street to think I have lots of men 
running after me. 


”\ Funnybones 


Some people are bent with toil, and 
others get crooked trying to avoid it. 
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IN THE YEAR 2000 






Twelve Junes a year 











THE PINERO BLUES 
by George Jean Nathan 


I 


HERE is no surer guide to the quality of a 
man’s intelligence and emotions than a 
Pinero drama. The man who still finds 
himself enchanted and moved by one of Sir 
Arthur’s confections may be quickly put down 
either as a very young man or as one who is some- 
what deficient in the departments of wisdom and 
experience. For the Pinero drama to-day is as 
out-of-date as Stonewall Jackson’s socks. 

It is possible that, thirty years ago when this 
drama was born, there were many otherwise pre- 
sumably intelligent persons who, when they got 
into a theater, were profoundly impressed by the 
Laura Jean Libbey philosophies which Sir Arthur 
hornswogglingly couched in suave English and 
caused to be performed by even suaver English 
actors. But to-day these philosophies must seem 
utterly hollow and not a little nonsensical even to 
such susceptible folk as might have been fetched 
by them in previous days. 

I don’t wish to posture myself as one of those 
objectionable bozos who, with a lofty condescen- 
sion, thinks that everybody else in the world has 
been fooled by something that he himself could see 
through with one eye shut. Yet surely the ma- 
jority of Sir Arthur’s serious themes have had little 
or nothing in them that has been above the grade 
of thesis expounded by Bertha M. Clay, the 
Duchess and other such favorites of the servant 
girl of the early nineties. 

Sir Arthur has ever been a sentimental lad, and 
his serious dramas have, with minor exception, 
ever been of the sort that appeal predominantly to 
persons who wear their hats on their hearts and 
their hearts, in turn, on the sleeves of their evening 
clothes. . 

“The Second Mrs. Tanqueray”’ is an illuminating 
example. What we have here is nothing but a 
yellow paper-back plot made tony with poly- 
syllables, expensive clothes and nonchalant allu- 
sions to choice cigars and liqueurs, elegant bachelor 
apartments, yachts, houses in the country, the 
Riviera, and lords and ladies, and with an occa- 
sional embroidery of French words and phrases. 
That Pinero is a man who knows the technic of 
playwriting, no one will deny; but that his plays, 
many of them, are the masterpieces some of our 
friends maintain they are is another matter. 

Arthur Hopkins has recently revived “Tan- 
queray” at the Cort Theater. It would perhaps 
be more accurate to say that Mr. Hopkins has put 
it on again at the Cort Theater, as the play is so 
dead it is pretty well beyond being revived. Ethel 
Barrymore is the latest Paula. Her performance 
is a distinctly mediocre one, and her supporting 
company is, with trivial exception, commonplace. 


I 


Ox her opening night in the Pinero play, Miss 
Barrymore got a reception just a shade less 
enthusiastic than that accorded Miss Florence 


(Continued on page 28) 
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Joe Morris and Flo Campbell in “Artists and Models” 


“What are you knitting?” 

“Tt’s a secret.” 

“Let me in on it; I won’t tell anyone.” 

“No, if I tell you, you'll tell some one else and she'll 
tell some one else and she’ll tell some one else—and by 
the time it gets around to me again, it won’t be what 
I’m knitting!” 
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Ed Wynn in “The Grab Bag” 


“What’s the difference between a 
Scotchman and a canoe?” 
“A canoe tips!” 





James and Brewer—Proctor’s 


your hip. 
James—How do you know? 
Brewer—A little bird told me. 
James—Yes, and it’s good stuff. 
Brewer—How do you know? 
James—A little swallow told me. 


11 








Brewer—You’ve got a bottle on 


Mr. and Mrs. Coburn in “The Farmer's Wife” 


Mr. Coburn—I rather like a pillowy woman. 
Mrs. Coburn—A woman that’s pillowy at 
thirty is often a feather bed ten years later! 










Stanley Rogers and Jay Brennan in’ “Ritz 
Review” 


“Where’d you get that bump on your 
head?” 

“T had appendicitis.” 

“Appendicitis?” 

“Yes; they ran out of ether and had to hit 
me on the head with a hammer.” 

















FATHER OF THE ADORED OnE—What reason have you for wishing to marry my daughter? 
Tue Appticant—I—I—I d-don’t appear to have any reason, sir—I’m in love! 


Yo, ho! and a Gallon of Gas! 
o, HO! for the suave and smoothed 
out wave. 
Ahoy! for the glassy lake-like deep 
Where the kindly, gentle tides be- 
have 
So a man can eat and drink and 
sleep. 
You can sail the sea for all of me 
With your jobs and spinnakers, 
but 
Give me the roar of my cylinders four 
With their sputtering putt! putt! 
putt! 


Sing, hey! and around Long Island 
Sound, 
And a ho-yo, ho! for its oily flow, 
Where it’s easy, my lads, to stand 
your ground 
And you don’t have to go and lie 
below. 
You can sail outside where the angry 
tide 
Turns your schooner endwise, but 
Give me the roar of my cylinders four 
With their sputtering putt! putt! 
putt! 
Percy Warman 


Funnybones 
“That part of an auto which causes . ( 


more accidents than any other is the 
nut that holds the steering wheel.” 





~ 


New Pastor—So all the members 
of your sewing circle attend every 
meeting. How do you account for 
it? 

Mrs. Henswoggle—Nobody as cares 
anything about her reputation dares 
to stay away. 





CHAIRMAN OF Company (at Board Meeting)—As to our faithful 
employees, who have grown gray in our service, we propose to present them 
each with a bottle of the best hair dye obtainable. 
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The Go-getter! 


‘* Dersonauity-Ptus Perkins,” is 

what he likes to term himself. 
He radiates harmony and perpetual 
sunshine. He also can discover the 
silver lining under any and all condi- 
tions. Prating practical psychology 
and handing out pep talks occupy all 
his spare hours. Quite a_ boy, 
Perkins. 

Just this morning he dropped over 
to my desk and hit me a resounding 
whack on the right scapula. “You 
ought to take that course in self- 
mastery, old man,” he said in his best 
patronizing manner. “I can bend 
people and things to my will, I think 
success and success comes. My ego 
complex is dominant. Look what it’s 
done for me. Last year my bank- 
book had a balance of $200. To-day, 
it’s $3,208, not counting the interest.” 

Of course, Perkins depresses me, 
even though I am getting my thirty- 
five bucks a week, plus carfares. 
But after all, I suppose, one can’t 
have everything. For imstance, one 
can’t always pick a grandmother like 
Perkins had. She was a nice old 
lady, pretty well-fixed at that. Of 
course, it was pretty tough, her dying z 
so suddenly last month. But at that _—_., 
it didn’t harm Perkins any. She left —— 












































him $3,000 cold cash. Lucky guy, 
Perkins. It’s wonderful what prac- 
| tical psychology will do for a fellow. 











Think I'll have to pick it up myself. GuEsT- Rather an unusual family group, isn’t at? 

Who knows, maybe it will help me Macnate—} es. I had my wife done by an old- 

dig up a wealthy grandparent some- Sashioned portrait painter; the oldest girl by a mag- 

where with high blood pressure. azine cover artist; the boy by the feller that makes seq 
Arthas 1. Ligguann the collar ads; my younger daughter by a futurist and om 


myself by a comic strip artist. 


—_ How to Write Detective Stories | 


Atwars have a “steely glint” in 
the detective’s eye—never mind 

mentioning which one. 

Always have bullets go through 
his hat and “just graze” his cheek. 

When the crook is finally captured 
have the detective say, “Put them 
out, Spike, the game is up!” 

Have the crook give “quick, fur- 
tive glances.” 

Have him equipped with a “crafty 
mind.” 














Never fail to have him “crumple 
up and drop” when the detective 





tet finally slugs him just as he is in the 

HovusrEHOLDER—What are you doing there? act of murdering the beautiful girl’s 
BurGLar—Don’t shoot, Boss, I’m a carpet layer an’ I’m lookin’ hero! 

for work. William Sanford 











13 











San, " 


ap 





AWA 5 ’ 


Ni 


7 


THE POOR FISH 





re” Xe 


bi Me 
FD, en A Ohne tel baa 




















VDSS aT. . 





ee ee te 


























LE i \— 


SS Mpnss + S 


= we * 





Editor, Norman Anthony. 





What’s in a Nickname? 

Let us acknowledge at the outset that the great 
majority of people in this country, enjoying as they do a 
high degree of physical comfort, are conservatives. Hence 
the triumph of Calvin Coolidge, the arch-conservative. 
But this is not the whole explanation. The people had a 
choice between two conservatives, Coolidge and Davis, 
the latter in many respects the more brilliant and appealing 
figure. Unhesitatingly they chose Coolidge. Why? 

Alexander Harvey, in a recent issue of the Mercury, 
said of Coolidge that he had achieved “intimacy” with his 
countrymen. By this he did not mean, of course, that he 
had become one of the boys, a backslapper and baby- 
kisser (imagine that!). Merely that by a subtle art which 
must be largely intuitive he had managed to plant in our 
minds an intimate conception of a homely personality. 
We feel we know Calvin Coolidge. 

But Davis, as Mr. Harvey pointed out, eludes us. We 
knew well enough what he stood for, but he himself, as 
compared with the quaint humanness of silent Cal, seemed 
as unreal as a movie hero. And not withstanding our 
long exposure to the movies (or perhaps because of it) we 
turned him down for the man whose very faults, weak- 
nesses and eccentricities made him real. 

Here then is a demonstration on a national scale of the 
popularity of realism. Some one said of Davis early in 
the campaign that he seemed too good to be true. No one 
ever thought that of Cautious Cal. The fact that Cal has 
a nickname and Davis hasn’t tells the story. 


If it isn’t improper, we should like to suggest for the 
Democratic ticket in 1928 Al Smith and Ma Ferguson. 


Mars Without the Talcum Powder 


Speaking of realism, there is a play in New York about 
which people can’t stop talking—‘What Price Glory?” 
(it has been mentioned on this page before). This play, 
like Cal, achieves “intimacy.” That is to say, by making 
you perfectly acquainted with a handful of soldiers it 
plants in your mind a picture of war that is authentic, 
definite and indelible. Having seen “What Price Glory?” 
you know war, at least as the marines knew it in France. 

It isn’t the kind of war or the kind of military service 
that is usually sold to recruits. It doesn’t square with 
posters that portray the marine all dolled up in a tailored 
uniform, immaculate as a movie hero, blowing a bugle 
from the deck of a warship. On the contrary, it is heaped 
with the excesses, suffering and squalor of war; there isn’t 
a bugle note in it. 


Associate Editors, William Morris Houghton, William Edgar Fisher. 


For this reason Admiral Plunkett has expressed the 
opinion the play is bad for recruiting. He’s wrong. With 
all the ribaldry and pain and filth in the portrayal it so 
reeks of life that it captivates the imagination. Boys 
don’t become marines to see the world, but to see Life, 
spelled with a capital L. And here it is, rich, raw and 
redolent. For purposes of recruiting we'd back “What 
Price Glory?” against all the silly posters by collar-ad 
artists the Marine Corps has ever put out. 


The Romance of Realism 


What gives realism its extraordinary appeal to-day? 
It didn’t always have it. There was a time when Davis 
would have licked the homelier Coolidge hands down— 
back in those early, spacious days of the Republic when 
Virginia ruled the land and it was an essential part of the 
job of a President to shroud his personality in romance. 
But that was before the genus Americanum had been regi- 
mented and standardized. Then almost everybody was 
an individual and more or less singular and eccentric in 
hisown right. Real personalities like Coolidge were every- 
where and what was desired was an ideal. 

But to-day most of us approximate an ideal. That is 
to say, we have been “machined” to resemble a standard 
pattern. Individuals are a rarity and when a genuine 
one turns up in our public life we pounce upon him as 
upon an antique. We laugh at him, we call his homeli- 
ness endearing names, we cherish his shortcomings, we put 
him in the place of honor, even the Presidency. He may 
be nothing but an old pine cupboard, we say, but at least 
he doesn’t come from Grand Rapids. 

Our environment, of course, is just as artificial as we 
are. All sorts of machines stand between us and the soil 
our fathers had to rub their noses in. Ail sorts of institu- 
tions, including the State, stand between us and the temp- 
tations our fathers knew. We live, sterilized, in a mechan- 
ical desert. Even our recreations depend on Fords, 
movies, the radio, etc. We touch life almost nowhere. 

So we crave life. The thing our pioneer forefathers 
had in such abundance, and which succeeding generations 
have fought so successfully to escape, makes an irresistible 
appeal to our imaginations. Our boys especially, still 
savages at heart, long for a taste of the primitive. That’s 
why realism, why the muck and blood of “What Price 
Glory?” seduces them, and all the rest of us who still have 
something of the boy left in us. Of course, there are some 


of us who haven’t —Admiral Plunkett, for instance. 
, W. M. H. 
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Dog Gone War* 
A War Play Written with the Censors in Mind 
by Don Herold 


CAST 

Captain FRAIL 

First SERGEANT ANEMIC 

Corporat DELICATE 

Mrs. De ticate, his mother 

Rosesup Pepp, a girl cheer leader 
from the War Department 

Other Soldiers. Week-end Visitors. 
Dilettantes. Débutants. Brides- 
maids. Missionaries, Etc. 


CENE: One of the worst sections 
of the Western Front during one 
of the most annoying weeks of the 
World War. 
ing flowers in a vase and singing ““Good 
Morning, Merry Sunshine.” Anemic 
Delicate is 
blowing up rubber balloons until they 
burst. Waste paper bor with sign 
“Keep Your City Clean.” 


A 


Captain Frail is arrang- 


is blowing soap bubbles. 


I wish this dog gonned 

war would end. 
Frail—Strong 

Anemic. 


Anemic 


Ane mic 


words, Sergeant 
Well, if this war lasts 
another ten years, I think I will 
scream. 

Delicate (to his mother)—Mother, 
don’t you ever get tired of the war? 

Mrs. Delicate—Yes, it does get 
monotonous. But I would rather 
be here with you than at home, 
Junior. And you are so hard on 
your sox. 

Delicate—I guess I had better wind 
the clock. 

Frail—One of the boys had to go 
home with a Charley horse, so you 
might tell the milkman to leave only 


nine bottles of milk in the morning, 
Anemic. Delicate, don’t you think 
we had better have a little action? 
Take a few shots at the enemy. 
Give them the cold gutta-percha, 


Delicate. (Delicate brings out golf 
bag and tees ball.) 
Delicate—Fore! (Looks after ball.) 


Oh, shoot, I missed him! Drat it! 
Confound it! I missed him! 

Frail—Control yourself, Delicate! 
I saw you raise your head. You 
can’t get over that. Now replace 
the divot. We can’t have the place 
all torn up. You don’t follow 
through, my boy. 

Delicate—I got through the last 
war in bogy. 














*“*Nora—where’s baby?” 
“I don’t know, 


Anemic—All this unnecessary ani- 


mosity! 


This continuous pestering 
And think of the 
the lost golf balls, and 
the gardeners, and the dieticians, and 
the sor! All our mothers knitting, 
knitting, knitting! If Mrs. Delicate 
and all the other knitters were placed 
end to end 

Frail—Anemic, you must not talk 
about putting the mothers of soldiers 


of the Germans! 
expense of it 


end to end. You are apt to get ex- 


pelled from the war. 


(Enter Rosesup with a bundle of 
tags. 

Rosebud—Captain Delicate, I am 
a member of a special committee of 
girls sent out by the War Depart 
ment to see if we can’t pep up the 
war. We girls are getting up a 
special drive against the Germans, 
an especially hard, convincing, un- 
mistakable, serious drive against the 
We have decided that about 
next Tuesday morning about nine 


enemy. 


o'clock would be a good time—if 
that isn’t getting you boys up too 
early. 

Soldiers—Oh, no, no, no, that’s 
not too early. 

Rosebud—Now we want every 
soldier who will take his golf sticks 
or his bean flipper and go over the top 
in this nice drive, to show his loyalty 
to the plan by wearing one of these 
“T will” tags in the meantime. The 
enemy will see these and wonder what 
is up. It ought to throw them into 
a terrible state of nerves, so that 

Fl tts cenrved ty the exthes 


(Continued on page 27) 


Mam, he was playing on the floor a minute ago.” 














Commotion Pictures 





hy George Mitchell 


Norma Talmadge is the Only Woman 
mn a Only Woman” 


| 

| 

| 

) * | 

| : 

~( — | 

N° TALMADGE is perhaps SHUEENG, 

the only woman who could 4S- 

get away with the almost 

inpossible task set on the shapel 
shoulders of “The Only Woman 

Norma is the only child of a man 

who has defaulted with large finan- 

cial interests. The man who holds 
him in the hollow of his hand 
Eugene O'Brien's father. Eugen 

a perennial souse. And his father 

forces Norma to narry Eugen lo 


make a man of him and Norma, as | 











have above suggested, is the onl 





woman who could do it 


Most of the women of m SCTeCC!] 





acquaintance would in these davs of 
open-hearted drinking join Eugen 
drink for drink, but Norma settles 


down to her work 





ike the loval 
little woman she ts. 

It isn’t easv to head a drinking- 
talented man off these days. Before 


Prohibition was in vogue there were 





fewer temptations. There doesn't 


seem to be anything nowadays to 





occupy a man’s mind or hand but a 
glass of something. ‘Then again the 
stuff we used to drink would take 


a man more time than the day 





afforded to get lit up in. So you see 


Gene's job is Cas\ and being eCas\ UNCLE TOM’S CABIN 


Norma's is correspondingly difficult. 1s Cecil de Mille would produce a Saturday night in the 

But she does it and has the satisfac- bathroom of Unele Tom’s hovel. 

tion of spending the rest of her lift 

riding about town with Gene, seated wagons ever built to take the high- Cultivating a Little Dirt in “The 
upon one of the gilt-edgest water way of virtue. Garden of Weeds’ 


pee "Tost who sow their wild oat 


should pull up the weed 
I know this is a pretty bum meta 
phor but it isnt an more ob 1Ous 


: than the story of “The Garden of 

Ne af Weeds” in which Bett Compson 
=~ (x ". plays the réle of a young lady who 
a e i “~ . = . . ° : 

, plays with fire. She doesn’t get het 
e eS fingers burned because 

(A. BI Well, it’s like this 
i " She’s a pretty good little chorus 
if ee virl has an understudy, mart and 
iw, 7 8 


all’s swell. But Rockliffe Fellowes 
owns the show and taking a liking 
to Betty’s physical equipment, asks 
her to split a plate of split-pea soup 
with him Betty, of course, being 


Mororist—TI'll have to get some new glasses. I tool: that statue for a well brought up chorus girl, refuses 
a pede stria? 





(Continued on page 30 




















Jack—May I ask you for this 
dance? 
JEAN 

to refuse you all evening. 
Pitt PANTHER 


Please. do: I've been dying 


sae 


Doctor—It’s a bo. 5 professor. 
The A. M. Ed. Prof.—What is? 
—Hamilton Royal Gaboon 


488 


Jack—Why is a can of tomatoes 
like a white collar? 

Jill—I don’t know. 

“Because neither one of 
can ride a bicycle.”’ 


them 


—Denison Flami ngo 


ee 


Frosh—I can spot a Mullen and 
Bluett tie every time. 

Fresh—Why don’t 
a napkin? 


you try using 


S. California Wampus 











“Hark, Euclid. canst see the mouse 
on yonder citadel?” 
“Avast, no, Apuleius, but I can hear 


it running around. Brown JuG 


Ge~ dacs 


N : 





“Waiter, I ordered an egg sand- 
wich. This is chicken.” 

“Very sorry, sir. I must have 
been slow calling for your order, 


sir.” Georgia Tech: Yellow Jacket 


She Knew About Ships 


Old Sailor—Yes, mum, that’s a 
man-o-war. 

Lady—How interesting! And what 
is that little one just in front? 

“Oh, that’s just a tug.” 

“Oh, ves, of course, tug-of-war, 
I've heard of them.” 


Bucknell Belle Hop 


O, Min! 


“My daddy’s taller than yours,” 
boasted Billie. 

“He isn’t,” 1etorted Jack, in- 
dignantly. ‘““My daddy’s so tall he 
has to stand on a chair to put his 


collar on!” —Colby White Mule 
FF os 


“Are silk 
necessary ?”’ 
““Yes—up to a certain point.” 


—ITk high Burr 


stockings absolutely 


A lialtad 


May—I can’t drive our old car at 
all any more. 

Naise—Howzat? 

“Jack has driven it so much lately 
that every time it gets on a dark and 
moony road it stalls automatically.” 

—Stevens Tech. Stone Mill 


Rated 


She—I love to write poetry. 
He—So that’s how you get your 
mspirations. 
S. California Wampus 





fev ~ HE CHE rR 


SF moma Pe ‘-y) 
Se 


W€ 


“Dennis, did vou hear the thunder 
the other night?” 
“No, Pat, did it really thunder?” 
“Yes, it thundered as if heaven and 
earth would come together.” 
“Well, why in the devil didn’t vou 
wake me? You know I can't sleep 
when it thunders.” 
Wash. Cougar’s Pau ' 


cot q od 
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j , we» arm) “~\ | 
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Commencement E.rercises. 


—F.iLoripa Swamp ANGEL 
se 


Jim—Why is the pancake like the 
sun? 

Tom No sabe. Why 2 

“Because it rises in the ‘yeast’ 
and sets behind the ‘vest.’ ”’ 


— Tennessee Mugu ump 
Riad 


“Must be hard to keep time on this 
steamship.” 
“How is that?” 
“Well, I heard the captain say he 
uses four watches a night.” 
—Texas Ranger 
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Voice on Phone—John Smith is sick 
and can’t attend classes to-day. He 
requested me to notify you. 

Dr. Wilthelm—All right. Who is 
this speaking? 

“This is my roommate.” 


T« MTLESSECE Mugu ump 


Asst 


“T heard of a man who had thirteen 
spades and got the bid, but only took 
one trick.” 

**How come?” 

“His partner led an ace, he 
trumped it, and his partner shot 
hum.” Bowdoin Bear-Slin 


Att 


FF! 


Milly—I'm just wild about Lime- 
house Blues. 

Billy Yes, you do look well in 
them. Stevens Tech. Stone Mill 


So Far—so Good 


“Please, could you change this 
here stamp. *Tain’t no manner o’ 
use to no one. Father’s licked it, 
mother’s licked it, aunt’s licked it, 
we've all licked it, and ‘t won't stay 
on nohow.” Columbia Jester 





Freshman (after hearing McCarree 
sing)—Don’t you think his voice 
ought to be cultivated? 

Senior—No, I think it should be 
harvested. 

Georgia Tech. Yellou Jacket 


Bld 
Some ignorant people think Henry 


Ford wrote, “Strut, Miss Lizzie.” 


Johns Hopkins Blacl: and Blue Jay 
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The Cove red Waggin.’ 


PENN STATE FRoOTH 








A Nut Sunday 
Toronto GoBLIN 


ree 
“Several men proposed to me 
before I married you” (savagely ). 
“Why didn’t you marry the first 
fool who came along?’ 
** T did.” 
Hamilton Royal Gaboon 


That | Jepends 


Excited Passenger—Can I catch 
the five 0’ clo k express for Euston? 

Official (calmly)—That depends 
upon how fast you can run. It 
started three minutes ago. 


—Colby White Mule 


sae 


Stage Hand (to manager)—Shall I 
lower the curtain, sir? One of the 
livin’ statues has the hiccups. 


Buc knell Be lle Hop 





“I'm not afraid of al ttle of Ni } 
mou and the nN, Ne lly.’ 

“F presume not a hottle of Scot h 
would run at your approach.” 


Bre WN JUG 


tt 


mF 


Medico ... and exercise with 
dumb bells would improve you won 
derfully. 

Femina—Then I better accept that 
house-party bid. Lehigh Burr 


a th 


- 


There’s one thing I would like to 
know: 
Why is a ship a “She’’? 
Perhaps because it passes up 
The buoy s upon the sea. 
Texas Ranger 


Politeness 


A lady had just presented the son 
of a polite mother with a cap. In 
great glee the lad put it on his head. 
His mother said, “Son, what do yo 
say to the nice lady?” 

Immediately he tipped his newly 
acquired possession and said, How 
dydo!” Tenne SEE Muguwump 


tht 


* F. 


Senior—Well, I certainh have 
worked hard for my degree. 
Alumnus Neve r mind You 
probably won't have to work for a 
long time after you get it 
De nmison Flamingo 


& tt 


Stu—Why have vou traded your 
car for a motorboat? 

Dent—Took a girl in the car five 
miles from town last week, told her 
she’d have to kiss me or walk home, 
and she walked home. 


Missouri Showme 

















| ASK DAD—HE KNOWS | 


What They Laughed at in the Good Old Days 
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How could a mischievous boy with a pail of white paint resist the temptation? 


a) 











a ee NOT MUCH OF A LOAF 
Woman—Ain’t you the man I gave five cents to for a loaf, about an hour ago? 
Tramp—Why, certainly, mum! How long do you tink a feller kin loaf on a nickel? 

















What a radio set u 


ll do, if ye 


Parson Ecclesiastes John- 
son’s Sermon on Eternity 


BREDDERES Ise 


gwine to expound to youall de 


and Sisteren: 


pow fulest sermon you evah did 
heah. To-night, niggahs, youse 


gwine to hvyar dis serbent ob de 


Lawd’s strive wid de Almighty an 


rassle wid de debbil. Ise gwine to 
splain de unexplainable en reveal de 
unrevealable. Lissen at me, all you 
sinnahs while Ah unveils de unavail- 
able un unscrews de inscrutable. 

My text am gwine to be eternity. 
Eternity, belobed congrega- 
shun, didn't 
commence and ain't gwine to stop. 
Eternity 


mah 


am time what nevah 
ebervwhah, from de 
no’th pole whah de polah beahs roah 
to Africa whah de hippotatamuses 
am, dar you'll find eternity. 
just ‘lustrate my pint. 
so long dat ef a 


am 


Lemme 
Eternity am 
wuz to 
from de 
‘lantic Ocean, en den take one hop a 
day twell he come to Sanfranfrolli- 


sparre Ww 


take one drap o’° water 


frisco en drap dis drap ob water in 
Den he come back 
one hop a day en carry another drap, 
en keep on twell he’ carried de whole 
‘lantiec Ocean en put it in de ‘cific 
Ocean, just den, brudders en sisters, 


de "cific Ocean. 


eternity will be commenced to hap- 
pen. 

Niggahs, lemme tell vouall sumpin 
ef you want to go fru all dis hyvar 
eternity wid all de watermillion and 
fried chicken wants to 
a funeral to go to evah evenin an a 
Niggahs, 


you eat, 


co’n shuckin evah night 











[ | | 


po 


Charles 
Theghes 


can belie ve some of the ads. 


ef you all wants to go fru eternity 
dis hvar way, you sho got to repent 
Ah knows fo a fack 


dat one ob you deacons done got a 


ob VO Ways. 


razor in his pocket now an am jest 
honin to whittle up annoder one for 
lookin kinder his 
wife. Niggahs, don’t you all know 
dat ef you don’t pay de preacher's 
salary, ef you don’t quit shootin 
craps en stealin chickens en fluster- 
atin wid another man’s wife you sho 
am going to hell. 


slaunchways at 


Sis Ca’lina Smif will play de o’gan 
en we'll sing, “All God’s Chillun Got 
a Crown,” while Deacon Mathusalem 
Jones takes up de collection. 

John H. Gree nm 


AAs 


Large prizes are being offered in 
England for the cheapest and most 
effective What could be 
cheaper or more effective than a 
banana skin? 


gliders. 


A Poem of Places 


When he was courting—oh, ‘twas 
bliss! 
They sat together just like this: 


OO 
When they were married but a year 
They sat as I have pictured here: 
O O 

Now—sad_ that 

befall 
When they’re in the same room at all, 
Though I know not the cause of it, 
This is the only way thev sit: 


O O 


such things should 
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Now! 


that You 
Can Play 
~that You 
have Talent 





S long as you can 
remember, music 
has stirred and inspired 
you. And so you have 
always hoped that you 
could play yourself— 
choose your favorite 
melodies and express 
them as your heart dictates— 
share in the greater pleasures 
and profits that come especi- 
ally to those who play. But 
until now, you could never 
be sure of results in advance. 


Now, however, for the first time, is pro- 
vided a free method by which you can de 
termine your talent for -music. Climaxing 
a lifetime of study and observation, Frank 
Holton announces the Holton Talent-Test. 
By it, thousands who never dreamed they 
possessed musical ability will have revealed 
to them great, unsuspected opportunities on 
this easiest-to-learn of all saxophones, the 


tiolton 
SAXOPHONE 


In a few interesting minutes your talent is 
measured, so easy it is to know that you can 
play. You assume no obligations or responsi- 
bilities—you merely decide a question every- 
one should answer in fairness to his future, 


FRANK HOLTON & CO., Elkhorn, Wis. 


America’s Greatest Band Instrumenzs 






Mail the Coupon— 
Convince Yourself! 


Your request for booklet brings 
you Appointment Card entitling 
you to the Talent-Test in the 
privacy of any Holton dealer's 
studio or in your own home with 
the aid of a Holton Saxophone 
and our copyrighted phono- 
graph record on which the 
Talent-Test is recorded. 


_e ow = — 

le — Frank Holton & Company So 
Elkhorn, Wis. 

Without obligation, I want to determine my talent for 
the easy-to-learn Holton New Revelation Saxophone. 
(Check below if interested in any other instrument.) 
Cornet _— Trombone —_.. Baritone ___ Trumpet __ 
Name 


Street Address 








Town State qi) 
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“Brighten the Corner Where You Are.” 


Clever Witticisms Related 
to Me by Famous Folks I 
Have Met 


(With suitable apologies to certain 
writers of personal anecdotes) 


[4s chatting with Nero one day 

at the coliseum while we were 
waiting for a matinée performance 
at the expense of the christians. 
“Nero, old boy,” I remarked, “you 
hadn't ought to treat these poor 
people this way. Why don’t you 
hold them in respect and considera- 
tion?” 

Nero gave that loud, pleasant 
laugh for which he was noted. 
“Why, I do more than that for 
them,” he replied, offering me a 
Pippin, “can’t you see that I lioniz 
them?” 

There was nothing that William 
Shakespeare enjoyed more than a 
witticism of his own making. One 
bright morning as we were headed for 
the forest, armed with Winchesters, 
to get a crack at the king’s deer, I 
said to William: “Bill, why is it that 
you go about so much with Ann 
Hathaway? She’s much older than 
you are. Surely you can find a 
pretty girl nearer your own age!” 
Bill laughed and poked me in the 


ribs with the butt of his Winchester, 
at the same time exhibiting a prodi- 
gious wink. “Why,” he replied, 
“Ann Hath-a-way!” 

It was soon after this that he and 
Ann were somewhat hastily married. 

It is not generally known that the 
ex-Kaiser, when a young man, used 
to spend his annual vacation as a 
deck-hand on a Hoboken ferryboat. 
I remember distinctly one sunny 
June morning a newsboy came on 
the boat with a bundle of daily 
papers. The Kaiser had just finished 


ror 

SS ~ 
\“ 

\ 

« qs 








scrubbing the deck and as he caught 
sight of the boy he went over and 
bought a copy of the World, and 
seating himself on an empty swash 
bucket, he commenced reading it. 
“I like the world,” he remarked to 
me, a little feverish light shining in 
his eyes as he chuckled to himself, 
“and some day I’m going to try and 
own it!” 

The first lady of the land certainly 
had a sense of humor and was a 
charming hostess. I shall 
always recall with pleasure the after- 
noon | dropped into the Garden of 


most 


Eden to get some good stories for 
future use. Adam was off on a 
hunting trip and Eve and I sat in 
the apple smoked 
Chesterfields. 1 laughed heartily at 
the many jokes she related to me, 
which you may now see from day to 
day in the humor columns. As I was 
about to leave I noticed that her fig 
leaves were drying up and turning 
brown and remarked on the fact. 
Eve looked at me out of those pretty 
blue eves of her and dimpled. 
“Yes,” she replied, “Adam says it’s a 
sign of an early fall!” and blushing 
slightly she gave one of her little 
roguish laughs! 

I kissed her finger tips and bade 
Really, if 1 were not 
so busy in the humor business I 


orchard and 


her good-by. 


might have remained and fought it 
out with Adam for the privilege of 
helping to raise Cain, a rather Abel 
statement, you must admit! 
William Sanford 
sas 
According to a contemporary , the 
planet Uranus has four moons. What 
a heaven-sent home for song W riters. 
SAS 
recently 
claimed as their husband a man who 
hospital. It 
though the doctors did their best for 
him, after all 


One hundred women 


died in a seems as 





Kindly send me a bottle of flesh reducer, as per your advertisement. 
I am very anrious to get this before Thanksgiving. 


























“You sold me a car about a week ago.” 


How do you like it?” 


“Ves, sir. 


“TI want you to repeat everything you 


discouraged.” 


The Dive 
T R. A. F. pilot leaned forward 


in his seat as the long dive com 
menced. 
at a terrifying angle, 
catching in the pilot’s hair and mak 


Down went the machine 
the rush of wind 


ing it stand right up on end. He was 
not wearing either fiving cap or 


goggles at the time, as he had _ left 
them in his quarters at the aero- 
drome where he was stationed. Not 
that he really needed them on this 
trip—he had flown much faster than 
this in his time—but that last dive! 


SHe—Are you sure the 
clear? 
He— Yes! 


hole wn the water pipe. 


course is 


T succeeded mn boring a 
Your father 
has discovered it and will keep his 


finger over the hole until the plumber 


arrives. LonpoN Mat 


said about the car again. I’m getting 


PassInG SuHow (London). 


It had fairly caught him below the 
belt! 

He had had a vast experience of 
flving. Throughout the war he had 
flown single-seater fighting machines, 
and almost daily had engaged enemy 
aeroplanes in deadly encounters. 

Still the 
headlong dive, the ground appearing 
to be rushing up to meet it, when, 
within a few feet only of the earth, it 
suddenly shot upward toward the 
sky. Surely he could not hope to 


escay e now, 


machine continued its 


The best of machines 
stall and side-slip when they lose their 
No, at the 
top of the upward rush the machine 
would come to a standstill; the nose 
would probably drop, down, down 

but wait! At the top of its steep 
climb the machine tipped forward in 
a gentle glide, and a minute later the 


flving speed in this way. 


pilot stepped to the ground among 
the other passengers. It was _ his 
first experience of the scenic railway! 


London Mail 
Pad 


Dolly—Oh, Auntie, I've planned 
such a lovely holiday. Celia and I 
are going to take a tramp through the 
Welsh mountains next week. 

Aunt—Well, I suppose, it'll be all 
right if your father approves, but do 
you really think the tramp will enjoy 
it? Tit Bits (London) 


sae 


There are now 246,990 telephones 
With the help 
of the Exchange girl we are steadily 
getting to know them all. 

—London Opinion 


in the London area. 
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VR 
lyesishble 
You can be expected, anticipat- 
ed, welcomed with open arms. 


You can be a favorite at parties, 
dances and other social affairs. 


The charm of jazz refined is 
yours with a Buescher Saxo- 
phone. Young folks find those 
syncopated tunes simply irre- 
sistible. 


ag Kd) 
Crue Tone 
SAXOPHONE 


You don’t have to “‘study”’ the Sax- 
ophone as you do other instruments. 
There’s no practice drudgery. You 
don’t have to be ‘‘talented.”” 

Three lessons sent free with the in- 
strument start you. Ina week you 
can play popular airs. Many find 
no teacher necessary. 

It’s all fun, and even though you're 
only interested for pleasure now, you 
can, in 90 days’ time, join a band 
or orchestra, if you wish. 

First class Saxophonists make big 
money. Try it free for six days in 
your own home. 


Free Saxophone Book—Very interesting. Tells all 
about the various Buescher Saxophones, with pictures 
of the famous professionals and orchestras. Send cou 

pon for a copy. Mention any other instrumentin which 
you may be interested. (127) 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT Co. 


Ewerything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 


362 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 





o 

$ Buescher Band Instrument Co. . 
s 362 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. ° 
® Gentlemen . 
$ I am interested in the instrument checked below: « 
® Saxophone Cornet Trombone Trumpet ° 
: (Mention any other instrument interested in) . 
. . 
. 

~ Name . 
. . 
: Street Address 4 
. . 
® Town State ° 
HTTITITITITITITITITITITTTTI TT 














ght 





LIFE’S LITTLE TROUBLES 
A Restless Ni 
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wef . that is 30.” 


‘Well, what are the others here for?” 


Dog Gone War 


Continued fron page 1s 


victory will be practically assured 


before we start the drive She pins 
tags on soldiers. 

Frail—Ye gods, Anemic, I am a 
gone man! 
You mean 
Frail—Yes, it’s love at first sight, 


old nan. 


Anemic 


Anemic—Then it’s a sort of coim- 
cidence, captain. I mean 

Frail—You mean you have fallen 
in love with her too? 

Anemic—Yes, Captain Frail. 

Frail—Well, then, that’s different. 
If vou love her, you take her. 

Anemic—But -vou saw her first. 
I saw you see her first. Besides, you 
are my superior officer. She's yours, 
Captain Frail. 

Frail—No, you marry her, Ane- 
mic. You are young. I am old. 

Anemic—I will not have it. (To 
Rosebud.) Missy, the captaim and | 
have both fallen in love with you, 
and want to marry you, at the same 
time. 

Rosebud—Well, decide it among 
yourselves. 

Anemic—We will cut the cards. 
The loser gets the girl. (A table ts 
brought. They start to cut cards. 

Freil—Bring us liquor, Delicate. 
(A case of milk is brought in to them. 
Have a drink on me, Anemic, you 
good-natured, broad-minded, liberal- 
hearted son-of-a-gun! 

Anemic—Cut the cards, Captain. 
(And have a drink on me. 

(A soldier enters with a package of 
papers from home. The boys ope n 
them up, showing sensational head- 


lines. They read headlines aloud.) 








te are here to help others.” 


Lonvon M All 


Soldiers— ‘Murders Wife and 
Helps Sweetheart Kill Husband 
Three Men Shot in Roller Skate 
Hold-Up. Pushes Perambulator 
Over Palisades—Chops Affinity Into 
Small Bits in Jest.” 

Frail—Stop! Stop reading thos 
papers! I can’t have you _ boys 
reading stuff like that. Why, you 
boys are just soldiers. How did 
these papers get here anyway! They 
talk about censorship in America, 
and they let stuff like this—the pure, 
unadulterated truth—come through 
to the front line trenches. And they 
talk about wanting this to be a nice 
short war. How can I get my men 
to go home if the papers paint pic- 
tures of peace like this!) This will 
discourage demobilization! It will 
make peace impossible! 

Anemic—It has already made it 
impossible for me, Captain Frail. I 
am not going home to that. I am 
going to stay in this war the rest of 
my life. Iam going to live and grow 
old right here on the Western Front. 

Soldiers—That’s right. So am I. 
War forever. Good old war! 

Frail (to Rosebud)—Well, you see 
what has happened, miss. The boys 
are not going to go home. I am 
afraid the little plan for the drive 
against the Germans next Tuesday 
is all off. And I am afraid all bets 
in regard to marrying you are all 
off, too, miss. We have got to give 
all our attention to making this a 
better and bigger and longer war. 
Our problem now is to commit no 
overt acts against the enemy, yet 
entertain them enough to keep them 
from going home. Hand me my dog 
gone golf sticks, Delicate. 

CURTAIN 








to 
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ON 
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X2418—18K. white cold Spred 

X2418—Spark! AAl quality 
e . parkling qualt 
op ring. WP es white dia Sen 4a vod 
som engraved betrothel ring, 
$77.50. 





X2420—18K. white gold Spred- 
top ring Fine quality dis- 
7.50. xX 





2421—Ladies’ engraved 18K) 
Acquamarine ring, $22.5@, 


X2424—14K. white gold, 15 jewel hand 
engraved wrist watch Sepphire crown 
Sik ribbon. $24.75 











OUR if you do 
CHALLENGE 


at least 10% lower than that of an 
other concern, either cash or credit, 
we will gladly refund your payment 
\ tm full, if you return the ring within 
| two weeks. Send Today for your 
eB and Gift Book—IT’S FREE. 


“THE HOUSE OF QUALITY” 





LW-SWEET INC. 


Pee eIG6O BROADWAY, NEW YORK 

















American 


Red Cross 


Serves Humanity 














INGERSOLL’S. 


Greatest Thoughts in 1 Volume 


HIS new volume contains the great- 

est thoughts of the Great Ingersoll 
It has over 400 pages and is beauti- 
fully bound in cloth and boards. Among the 
numerous selections are the following 








The Liberty of Man, The Theological 

Woman and Child Speech Nomunating Blaine 
What Infidels Have Done The Children of the Stage 
The Creed of Science An Essay on Christmas 
At a Child's Grave The Church im the Time 
The Jews of Voltaire 
Art and Morality What Is Religion? 


and other choice selections of the celebrated Orator 
Don’t miss this opportunity to get the only author- 
ized edition of the choicest of Ingersoll’s selections 
published in one volume. Send no money, just pay 
postman $1.00 plus postage on arrival. Order your 
copy AT ONCE. 
FRE with each book we will send a copy of the 
aMfidavit executed by Mrs. Robert G. Inger 
soll regarding Colonel Ingersoll’s death. This is a very 
important historical document | 
EUGENICS PUB. CO., Dept. J, 1658 Broadway, N. Y. = 
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IGARS 








to detect any . 
admire on your friends are 

and you never knew it! Test one free. You risk nothing 
Wear it 3 days side by side with genuine diamond. If you 
see ony difference send it back for quick, cheerful refund 
To get new customers and agents we offer these prices 
which sre of and just he our catalog prices. 
ey, bey Platino finish, Diack in- 
ater Mex. Blu-Flash Gem $4.98 
. 2 ct ist Weter Mex. Biu-Fiash 


lain or engraved 2469 
MONEY: just name, ad- 


ground ring finger for size 
We ship promptiy. On arrival deposit price with post- 
man you decide not to keep. return in 3 days end we 
witli refund your money Write today 

MEXICAN Gem IMPORTING CO., Dept J-1, Mesilla Park, N. Mex. 


importers of Fine Gems for over (9 years. 
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The Pinero Blues 
(Continued from page 11) 


Mills on her opening night in the new 
dinge doodaddle, “Dixie to Broad- 
way,” a gay and lively show with 
some superfine hoofing in it. La 
Mills is still the most peculiarly in- 
dividual music show performer here- 
abouts. There are others who can 
dance better; there are others who 
can sing better; there are others who 
are fifty or sixty times more fortu- 
nate in the matter of comeliness of 
visage; but there is none who has 
quite her odd skill of projecting a 
number across the footlights. 

In addition to Miss Florence, the 
show has an amazingly good dancing 
chorus, both male and female. The 
white chorus girl is generally in the 
habit of dancing with one-third of 
her mind on the dancing, another 
third on some John sitting out front, 
and a third on how soon the damn 
show will be over so that she can 
get over to the El Fey club. 

Not so with her mezzotint sister. 
Billy 


She is all dance from 


The latter dances the way 
Sunday talks. 
head to foot. And it is the same with 
her colored brother. The sketches in 
“Dixie to Broadway” are not much 
good, and the show is considerably 
over-decorated—there is too much 
imitation of the Ziegfeld kind of 
thing, which doesn’t suit an exhibi- 
tion of this sort—but nevertheless 
the affair as a whole is greatly 
superior to half the white musical 
Take a look at it. 
It is an excellent antidote to ““The 
Second Mrs. Tanqueray.” And don’t 


shows in town. 


think that that is just a smart-aleck 
remark either. 


THE FEMININE TOUCH 
** Ask Dad, Ih Know 























{il 


ad be Ristnc Son,” by J. C. and 

Elliott Nugent, Is Way below the 
quality of the same authors’ Kem- 
py.” It is, in general, dull stuff 
with a distinct vaudeville flavor. 


There may be some folk who like a 
vaudeville flavor, but I am afraid 
that my name is not listed among 
them. A vaudeville flavor, God 
Ih vaudeville 


knows, 1s bad enough 
and in legitimate drama it is ten 


times Worse 


[\ 
[ saw the Ziegfeld “Follies” again 


the other night and once more 
have to lay myself open to the public 
suspicion that the M. Ziegfeld pays 
me $150,000 every year to say that 
he knows more about staging beau 
tiful revues than all the rest of his 
rivals put together. Consider, there 
fore, that I have earned the $150,000. 
It may be that the Mons. Ziegfeld 
doesn’t know as much about comedy 
as some of his rivals do, and it may 
be that his shows sometimes fall 
below the level of his high standard, 
but the fact that his exhibitions dis 
close a taste and charm and beauty 
that the other exhibitions do not 
never changes. 

The so-called second edition of the 
“Follies” does not differ greatly 
from the first edition. But both, in 
the way of lovely color and move 
ment and form, are of the five star 
Final variety 


ft 


 .! 


Tourist—Bother! We've climbed 
to the top of this mountain to see the 
view and we've forgotten the glasses. 

Scottish Guide—Och! Never mind, 
there’s nobody aboot. We can just 
drink oot o’ the bottle. 

Tit-Bits (London) 
sas 


According to Professor Bramer, a 
native of Kewos, an island in the 
Pacific, has stood in one position for 
two and a half years. I had no idea 
that they had telephones in those 
parts. Passing Show (London 


A th 


PS 


“How do you find marriage, 
Fritz?” 

“During courtship I talked and 
she listened. After marriage she 
talked and I listened. Now we both 
talk and the neighbors listen.” 

Boston Transer ipt 


Re Pakiad 


She—I'd like to ask you some 
thing. 

He Well, dear? 

“Am I the only girl whose money 


| you ever loved?” 


L 


Answers ( London 
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SICK at heart the trembling 
girl shuddered at the words that 
delivered her to this terrible fate of the 
East. How could she escape from this 
Oriental monster into whose hands she had been 
given—this mysterious man of mighty power whose 
face none had yet seen? 
Here is anextraordinary situation. What was tobe 
the fate of this beautiful girl? Who was this stran ge emissary whom no one really knew? 


To know the answer to this and the most exciting tales of Oriental 
adventure and mystery ever told, read on through the most thrilling, 
absorbing, entertaining and fascinating pages ever written. 


Masterpieces of Oriental Mystery 


11 Superb Volumes ~ ‘es | one 

By SAX ROHMER & A HE Be Saini wine in 
Written with his uncanny : —— - "3 
knowledge of things Oriental 


oe are I ding stective stories 
T = n 10 ordin ary detective storic Forget your Troubles—Relax— 


hidden secrets, mysteries and intrigues of 
the Orient fairly leap from the pages. Before bapess gery Yourself! 
1 eyes spreads a swi tly mov ng panorama These are ry 

uu breathless from high places of Roosevelt, 
om hi ‘ inement and luxury, ‘ 
underworlds ondon and the Far 
us from Piccadilly a ee aud ws ay to Incredible 
scenes behind idol tem in in far off China—from 
hidden cities in the gles of Malay along 


Strange paths to the very | seat of Hindu sorcery, tray Obes Dont Waita Minute! o 
11 Mystery Volumes Packed with Thrills} ‘ousana wie paper s cheap makes 8 of t 








ies that se sident Wilson, 
ther great me d hel } 
! L to help them 
‘ rdens r read these ab- 
East is to ¢ 
to increase your 








y fr 
nhister 


offic ome many times « 





~f rice | nly > eae 
Be the first in your community to own these, the numba e left Boa’ t sone a minute! oe 
most wonderful Oriental mystery stories 


ever published—books that have sold by the SEND NO MONEY—.*: V4 cronea dl 
hundred thousand ~ Y mecnenzte 


at much higher prices— | 
books you will enjoy reading over and over again. Just mail the Free Exam- ey 30 Irving Place 
Handsomely bound in substantial cloth covers, ination C oupon Today OAS New York 
a proud adornment for your table or shelf A con- Sure! Read t} TEN OA Please send me on 
tant source of enjoyment and pleasure at less cost DAYS FREE, without US oom 1, all charges ff 


han any other form of entert ainment 


&: aS Pr pa your special set “4 


sterpiecesof Orient 
M stery in 11 handsom: 


2 B's! FREE tee ol 2 a a 


on hand of beautiful TS . 


ad 











sphinx polychrome book- 
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days but send Q ¢ vame 
the coupon f 
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Dept. M, 30 wong Place 


NEW YORK a a 








|More Money 


You have the location for this 5¢ Mint 


| |Vender where it can earn $25 to $50 a week 
clear profit. Requires no atten- 
tion. ays out generously to pat- 
rons and so is playe 
constantly. Your 
profit sure. 
Or make around 
$100 a week by own- 
ing a few Venders 
which you rent out 
on 50% commission, 
Machine operators 
ape making fortunes 
” = this year. 

Mr. Gayly — The doctors say bald- | Free Folder giving 
NESS 18 on the mcrease. pow cask gees ane 


ageak 4 ell description of this 
Mrs. Golite ly Well, you cant money-getter. Write, 
drink your hair tonic and have it too! 













for it today. Dept. M-19 
American Novelty Co., 2455 Archer Ave., Chicago, HII. 
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No. 41 


Minister—Why did Noah build the ark? 
Betty—To get over the first water hazard. 


The $25 Prize in Juvan’s Fifty-Fifty Contest No. 41, announced in the 
October 11, 1924, issue, was won by A. R. Mohn, Uhrichsville, O. 





Commotion Pictures 


(Continued from page 19) 


Rockliffe then gives her the gate. 

Meanwhile Betty has met Mr. 
Warner Baxter, our evening-dressed 
hero, and like a rosebud in June, 
quite a beautiful and highly respect- 
able romance is born. 

Up against life's vicissitudes, Betty 
-oh, pshaw! you know. However, 
Betty does marry Warner who is the 
most understanding husband on or 
off the screen. The surprise of the 
picture is that it is well done enough 
to make you forget the absurdity of 
the plot. Betty is her pretty self, 
Fellowes a good cad, and Baxter a 
handsome and well-laundered hero. 


* * + 


“The Battling Orioles” Strike Out 
[" SEEMs, way back at the tail end 

of the last century, a band of 
octogenarians who in the heyday of 
their youth were gay young big 
leaguers were also some peanuts. 

“The Battling Orioles” they called 
themselves, because of their ability 
to win their game by brawn if not 
brain. 

But time cooked these old birds 
and in their remaining days they sat 
about their clubhouse as merry a 
troup of grouches as ever curdled the 
milk of human kindness. They had 
lost their pep. Their game of life 


= 





was about to be called on account of 
darkness. 

To them comes a youngster, a son 
of one of them, who by an inherited 
spirit of vigor revives their falling 
arches. But the humor is so forced, 
the heroic comics so slapstick as 
to make of the picture nothing more 
than cheap burlesque. 

There may be a good picture in 
this material but “The Battling 
Orioles” isn’t it. 


In Plunkville 


“Ever see a policeman in this 
town?” 
“Only when you are trying to park 
a car.” 
— Louisville Courier-Journal 


Rid 


At ten years old, Jackie Coogan 
can look forward to making more 
farewell tours of the world than any 
other star. —Passing Show 


Ee Pakiad 


In spite of his visit to the United 
States as Lord Renfrew, the Prince 
of Wales was persistently followed 
by curious crowds and newspaper 
men. To ensure privacy, he should 
have taken a few lectures with him. 

London Opinion 


True Confessions 
Have You Murdered a Man? 


DEAR SIR: 

My husband was an auctioneer. 
After our marriage I discovered to 
my horror that he talked in his 
sleep. To make matters worse he 
began to act as though he was on the 
auction-block and would often bang 
me on the head and shout “gone.” I 
began to think he was “gone” 
all right. One night I got my auto- 
matic ready. I hadn't long to wait 
—he started muttering and then 
getting worked up shouted, “Going, 
Going,” I took my aim. He didn’t 
need to finish it. He was gone. 

Yours truly, 


A. F. Ibber 


Dear Str: 

Once I too was one of those plain 
everyday sort of women that nobody 
ever notices. But in my heart I 
craved for fame. I tried scheme 
after scheme, but all in vain until 
one day I had a happy inspiration 
and shot Charles. He was my own 
husband so I had a perfect right to 
shoot him if I wanted to. Now 
everything is different. I am a 
celebrity and my movie contract still 
has three years to run. It all seems 
like a wonderful dream. 

Miss Ima Starr 


Dear Str: 

It was a wonderful night for lovers. 
Harold was so handsome I did not 
want to resist him. We kissed . . 








Instead of bringing water tower and 
hook and ladder apparatus to fires— 
have pumps that can be raised and 
lowered. 

















——— 





a long sweet kiss. As he held me in 
his arms he murmured gently, 
“Dearest—Helen—.” It almost 
hurt me to shoot him; Harold was 
so handsome. 


Very truly, 
Henriet 


fa Nouagatine 


Dear Sir: 

We have a man in our office who is 
a member of the Y. M. C. A., a leader 
in the Boy Scouts, a pillar of the local 
church—but principally he’s Polly- 
anna. He invariably ends a tele- 
*“Righto” or 
“Bueno’’—said with smiles in his 


phone conversation with 


voice!—but when he said, Oui, oui 
and Auf Wiedersehen, in the same 
conversation the other day, we drew 
our trusty revolver and shot him 
There'll not be one of 
those in our office! 


quite dead. 


Z. ( ‘ Smith 


Drar Sir: 
My hushand always thought it 
“the old 


although he was twelve 


very clever to refer to me as 
woman,” 
years my senior. I bore up under 
this injustice for a long time, but 
finally came the breaking point. 

One night the Bartons called up 
and asked us over to play cards. 
Friend husband answered the phone. 
‘Just a minute,” he chirruped, “Tl 
ask the— 


last words. His bag of golf clubs 


e Those were his 


stood nearby; a midiron did the 
trick. 

I was acquitted on the first ballot, 
but Mrs. Barton never forgave me for 
breaking up their bridge game. 

Mrs. Hillcrest 
ee 
Said the man-eating shark to his wife, 
As they lay in the sea-weed so 
shady, 
‘Although I'm a man-eating shark 
I would not refuse a lady! 





“Waiter! 





Learned Why 


She Snubbed Me— 


I Searched and Found the Secret of Popularity 


HE humiliation—the shame of i 
made me sick at heart. But uw cer- 











tainly ope ned my eyes. I realized ju 
what had hap per ned. She had pe hin 

» rescue her from such a clumsy boor as I 
She had begged him to save her from my 
iwkward, painful stumbling. Now, at last 
I understood how di agreeable wf was to 
put | ig, awkward dancer 
An me her for eee 
me alized why I wa 
ne 1Y why I was not 
a , 

‘Popular Overnight! 

It was the very next night that I came 
across Arthur jr tee sauna in a 
magazine At first I was ske pti al because 
I the old-fashioned idea that dancing 
ould be learned only a dancing school 
But there was no ung ) TISK » 1 wrote 
for the five free le n once 

Since then 1 fe has been a continuous 
whirl of happy times and interesting com- 
pany. I am invited everywhere. And 
would you believe it—I, who used to be so 
awkward with my hands and feet, so ill-at 
ease among stranger well, I have i 





Have you a match?” 


Passing Show ( London ) 
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ore busine ind il progre than J 
: 
you, too, it 
me wW +} x ¢ 
More I l na 
become é rough 
Arthur } ne ethod. 
send fr lesson 
Learn the secret of leading, how to follow 
uccessfully, how to gain confidence, how to 
fox-trot and how to waltz—the 
ve lessons are yours to 
obligation. 
Clip and mail this coupon NOW. I: 
lude 25c to cover the st of hand , 
mailing and printing Arthur M 
Studio 378, 290 Broadway, New Yorl 


Arthur Murray, Studio 378 
290 erronpaceen el New York 


Please ser t 














Protect yourself against 
hold-up, rowdies, etc. with 
this clever cigarette case 
of light weight metal. Looks 
exactly like the real thing! Pull 
the trigger, back flies the lid 
showing your aes. Lots 
of fun scaring your 

friends, and a great 
a a Sold exclu- - 
| ave oY ys. Fay Meee: 
tf on de- 

- —q Pending 
4 tv us 

ery ot Seok tomes aatisfi 


PTHFIRDER FINDER CO., Dep. JF3B, 534 Sixth Ave... 11.¥, 







200 Sheets, 100 Envelopes 


High grade, ciear, white bond paper 
—unusually smooth writing surface. 
pad = inches with envelopes to 
. Packed in special handy box. 
cap ame an _ Address Printed Free 
° ¥e = soeet and envelope fn rich dark biue 
. ate Gothic type, up to 4 lines. Manes @ personal = 
‘0a will be delighted to use. An ideal 
gift oN ‘with your friend’s name. Send name 
and address with $1.00 (woes of Denver and a 
side the U. S. $1.10). pay postag 
Money returned if not anne Order today. 


National Stationery Co.,9388 Lincoin Highway (Batavia, illihols 


Bors § Earn Xmas Money 


Write for 50 Sets St. Nicholas Christmas Seals. Sell 
for 10c a set. When sold send us $3.00 and keep $2.00 
No Work—Just Fun. St. sttcholes, 2814 Giuweed 
Rd., Dept. 169, Brooklyn, N. Y 
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Announcement 
To Advertisers 


The management of the adver- 
tising of JUDGE has been 
taken over by E. R. Crowe & 
Co., Inc., New York and 
Chicago. 


All orders, copy, and cuts 
should now be forwarded to 
E. R. Crowe & Co., at 25 
Vanderbilt Avenue, New York. 


All advertising appearing in 
the November and future is- 
sues of JUDGE will be billed 
by E. R. Crowe & Co.; and all 
checks in payment thereof 
should be drawn to their order. 


Leslie-Judge Company. 











THROW YOUR VOICE 


Under the table, into a 

Trunk, down Cellar or : 
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Key to Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 4 


HorizontTau 


1. What his employer gave him when he asked 
for a raise. 

5. A household fixture that has made Saturday 
night famous. 

10. About the smallest thing there is—even 
smaller than some Congressmen. 

15. The highest point. 

16. A division of the United Provinces (British 
India)—10,159 sq. miles. 

17. What you do during an after-dinner speech 

20. Three letters like this one and Rastus leaves 
town. 

21. The time of the year when you kid yourself 
by swearing off the things you don't like to do 


any way. 

22. No two sardines could get this way. 

24. This one’s pronounced the same as an insect 
that makes honey 

25. Another place besides a Klan meeting where 
you'll find sheets 

27. This one often keeps company with “either.” 

28. A State close to the Mexican border. Not so 
old either (abr 

29. Where your hat won't stay on a windy day 

31. A joint made by heating and hammering 
(not a restaurant 

34. The second note that the would-be opera 
singer upstairs warbles just as the baby gets to 
sleep. 

35. A dinky adverb meaning therefore. 

36. Used to be an appetizer, but to-day they are 
guzzled all the time 

37. This is the design worked in the lower left 
hand and the upper right-hand corner of the puzzle. 

39. A Southern State that makes a lot of noise 
about its peaches (abr.) 

#0. Don't be selfish, No. 29 Horizontal told you 
all about this one 

41. It's a good thing to know how to act in one 

like when the wife comes in and finds the stenog 
on your lap 

46. A lubricant for wheatcakes. 

48. A possessive pronoun. 
a. W on you'd like to do about the “Follies.” 

51. Harangue. 

53. A fever attended by chills and shaking 

54. A highway (abr 

55. What the cannibal did to the missionary. 

56. That chum of eithers again 

57. The first two of three letters often written 
on little slips of paper after a poker game has been 
on a few hours. 

58. What you get besides pepper when you say 
“please pass the pepper.” 

60. the kind of a crossing where motorists 
come to their own conclusions (abr.). 

61. A metal—(have you had yours to-day? 

63. When you can't cure a thing, you have to do 
this. 

67. Every X-word puzzle has to have this one 
somewhere—“to exist.” 

68. Most anyone knows enough Spanish to say 

yes. 
70. These boys have the cold dope on the future. 
72. This is a pair of trousers without the “s” 
on the end. It's pretty hard so we'll tell you that 
the first four letters spell what a dog does when 
he is hot. 

74. Under a name that ma and the old man 
didn’t give you. 

_76. This one’s a little bit high-hat, means mag- 
nificent 

80. The most important person in the world. 

7 The kind of drink you go to Montreal for 
(pl.). 

82. The repetition of a letter which is the way 
an Englishman pronounces the place where a lot 
of us are going when we die. 

83. What Dad calls himself when he has a junior 
(abr.). 

84. Young bears. 

86. What some people have nerve enough to 
ealla Ford. 

87. A little word that air castles are built on. 

89. One of those poetic personal pronouns. 

90. An abbreviation for a disease—that people 
go to Denver to cure. 

91. You've met people who think this is what 
they are. 

94. A Western State where some of the men still 
believe that Solomon showed good judgment 

96. It's hard to write this one because it means 


98. To put on the feed-bag. 

99. A liquid food that some people inhale. 

100. This last one’s Ritzy too. It's what your 
words do from your mouth. 


VERTICAL 


1. The article of apparel that made people call 
young ladies flappers 

2. Something we descend from, theoretically 
at least. 

3. A kind of a voice not so good when described 
as “whisky.” 

4. The edition of a paper that tells all about a 
thing as soon as it happens 

5. We all slip on one of these sooner or later 

6. What comes before beauty 
7. Over some doors 

8. What any four drunks think they are capable 
of when they sing about “Sweet Adeline.” 

9%. Pronounced the same as buy. 

10. Just one 

11. One of those pests who is always minding 
your business 

12. Twice nothing 

13. When “a young man’s fancy lhghtly turns 
to thought of love 

14. One who betrays 

18. A degree that students work 
for—(not the third 

19. Youand Il 

23. Supposedly the richest man in the world 
(gives away nickels and everything). 

25. How most girls fhink they dance 

26. A pet name for the braim factory at New 
Haven 

30. What ninety-nine out of a hundred bosses 
say when asked for a raise 

31. Too much of this is the bane of a stout 
woman's existence (abr 

32. The only things besides promises that Con 
gressmen hand out freely 

33. No well behaved telephone should do this 
after you get to bed 

38. Stars (Latin 

39. The thing that makes cats so essential to 
violins 

42. Your one best pal (according to the Mammy 
songs). 

43. What no woman is in an argument. 

44. What any amount of candy given to children 
is about ten minutes later 

45. What the Giants probably did to their luck 
after the last game 

47. When you tear your hair and gnash your 
teeth, you do this 

49. A sailor 

50. A lot of the mines that they sell stock in 
don't have much of this 

52. A mythical maid changed by Juno into a 
heifer. 

54. The way beer was drawn from kegs in the 
good old days 

59. You have to have two of these to be a good 
marathon runner. 

62. The number of times opportunity knocks. 

64. What a girl says when she means yes. 

65. The only sure way to get a thing done 

66. What you hate to see your mother-in-law 
do to her trunk when she honors (7) you with a 
visit. 


four years 


68. Most of us have enough of these to insure 
us a through ticket to the bad place. 

69. Where you stay when you can't go out. 

71. A New England State (abr 

73. You may use any word starting with “A” 
here that you want to (we used ankles) 

75. Can be made into a stew without the use of 
alcohol. 

77. The Southern State where Opelika is lo- 
cated—if that means anything to you (abr.). 

78. Not in the dictionary The initials of A. 
Sap. 

79. You know me 

85. The place in the basement where the black 
diamonds are kept. 

87. An abbreviation for the country that spa- 
ghetti made famous. 

88. The fourth note in the scale that some moron 
named harmonic. 

90. You do this with a shuttle—(nothing at all 
to do with Times Square 

92. This one is a common exclamation. 

93. One more letter like these and you have 
an empire that you can't see 

94. Great minds have been baffled by how high 
this one is. 

95. A masculine pronoun. 

96. Where your clothes should be when you 
are out in public. 

97. Abbreviation for rear-admiral. Just why 
they call him rear is the question. 
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Victor products provide the finest 
and most complete musical service 


When you buy a Victrola and the first of a library of Victor Records, you possess 
the power to call upon the greatest talent of any part of the world at any time for virtu- 
ally anything in music, without limitations of time, distance or program. 

A comparison of the listings in Victor Record catalogs, of the names of famous Victor 
artists, of the music which the Victrola and Victor Records produce with anything else 


available, shows how much only the Victor can give. 


“My Victor Records shall be my bi- 
ography.” said Caruso in an interview 
published some time before his death. 
The statement was made during the close 
association with the Victor Company, 
which existed throughout the great tenor’s 
artistic life. The Victor Records by Caruso 
constitute a library of living music with- 
out parallel in the history of the art. Hear 


these and you will want to hear all: 
Double-faced 





~ O sole mio ’ 
Mishkin "A Vucchella ¢ 501 $1.50 
| J ( ) Cid—O souverain, o juge, o pére! ‘ 6013 0 
CAR S La Juive— Rachel! quand du Seigneur — 2.0 





Dreams of Long Ago t 6015 2.00 


Victor Artist Love Me or Not 


Victrola No, 100 
$15 

o P Mahogany, oak or 

Before Galli-Curci had sung a note to walnut 


any American audience the Victor labo- 
ratories in Camden had caught imperish- 
able records of the voice with which she 
was so soon to conquer another conti- 
nent. How well our faith in her was 
justified, how well the public’s judgment 
was founded—these things are attested 
again by such records as these: 


Double-faced 
Dinorah—Ombra leggiera - 2 
Lucia— Mad Scene 56129 $2.00 
Lakme—Dov’eé I’Indiana bruna 












© Mishkin 
GALLI-CURCI 
Victor Artist 


Victrola No. 210 
$110 


Mahogany 
6132 0 Ww 
Solvejg’s Song § 2.00 
La Capinera 629 1.50 
Caro mio ben { 





Possession of any Victor Record by 
Kreisler is possession of a masterpiece. 
There is little in violin music that he 
has not explored, humanized, enriched 
with his own knowledge, and recorded 
for the Victor Company. On many of 
his Victor Records, he plays his own 
compositions. Choose for yourself, but 
in your choosing be sure you hear these: 





Double-faced 
Liebesfreud t 6182 $2.00 Victrola No. 400 
KREISLER Liebesleid Mahogany, $250; electric, $290 
Vi —- * Youth 708 1.50 Victrola No. S$ 400 (Special) 
* sake 4 Mahogany, $265;electric, $305 
ictor Artist The Old Refrain 720 = 1.50 Specially designed to accom- 
The Rosary ' 


modate any radio receiving set 







There is but one Victrola and that is made by the 
Victor Company—look for these Victor trade marks 


Victrola 


eco us 


Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N. J. 


Victor Talking Machine Co. of Canada, Ltd., Montreal 





HIS MASTER'S VOICE” 


PRESS OF WILLIAM GREEN, NEW YORK 
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